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I  have  been  broken  ;  and  I  hunger ,  burning 
To  feed  the  hearts  for  whom  I  am  made  bread ; 

I  have  been  poured  out ;  and  I  thirst,  in  yearning 
For  those  to  drink  for  whom  the  wine  is  red. 

My  words  are  joy  and  peace .,  desire  and  wonder , 
Beauty  and  truth  and  ecstasy  and  praise  ; 

Nothing  is  datk  in  the?n  ;  for  over  and  under 
And  through  them  glows  the  light  of  perfect  days. 

Time  is  the  souPs  breath  now  in  the  hereafter  ; 

Sorrow  is  rapture  ;  growing  old  is  youth  ; 
Patience  is  wings'  flight ;  tears  tune  clearest  laughter . 

I  have  touched  all  these  glories,  and  their  truth. 

lam  so  small;  yet  in  His  hands  God  took  me, 

And  multiplied  me  for  the  multitude  ; 
Yea,  in  his  lovely  hold  He  turned  and  shook  me, 

Making  me  wedding  wine  and  desert  food. 

Take  me,  oh  !  world  of  sisters  and  of  brothers  I 
Eat,  drink  my  lifers  slow-ripened  utterings  ; 

Give  me  the  heaven  of  being  a  loaf  for  others, 
A  pitcher  of  the  everlasting  things. 

Brothers  and  sisters  !  Love  is  my  long  singing : 
Come  I — to  the  feast,  and  in  the  wilderness  : 

I  am  so  little : — but  by  Heaven  s  strange  bringing, 
I  grow  the  more,  the  more  you  reach  and  press. 
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INTRODUCTION 

1HAVE  one  main  reason,  and  two  that  are 
minor  and  particular,  for  wishing  lovers  of 
poetry  to  read  this  book,  my  main  reason  (which 
should  suffice)  being  that  I  believe  it  to  be  packed 
withthe  true  stuff  of  poetry.  Miss  Doney  published 
a  volume  of  verse,  "  Songs  of  the  Real  "  (Methuen), 
in  1905.  It  opened  with  a  poem,  "The  Slave," 
which  could  hardly  be  treated  as  less  than  remark- 
able by  any  critic  of  intelligence,  and  it  contained, 
among  other  notable  pieces,  this  sonnet — 

COMFORT 

Ah  !  if  we  only  dreamed  how  close  they  stand 
Who  were  our  flesh  and  blood  once,  and  are  still 
A  part  of  us  in  sympathy  and  will, 
We  should  not  grieve  so,  thinking  death  had  banned 
All  sweet  communion  with  life's  spirit-land, 
But  fancy  in  each  faint  delicious  thrill 
That  stirs  us  when  Heaven's  cisterns  overfill, 
Droppings  of  comfort  some  near  love  had  planned. 
Death  brings  them  nearer  to  us  :  human  sense, 
Earth-dulled,  is  all  the  barrier  that  hides 
The  adjacent  country  where  each  one  abides  ; 
And  we  shall  wonder,  when  we  too  pass  hence, 
Our  hearts  were  thwarted  by  so  frail  a  fence. 
And  could  not  break  the  weak  wall  that  divides. 
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When  all  has  been   said   and  done  by  definers, 

poetry    remains    "the  sort    of   thing    that   poets 

write."     And  that  is  the  sort  of  thing  :  and  so, 

obviously  to  me,  choosing   a  few  examples,  are 

"  The    White    Dream,"    "  Woman    Triumphant," 

the  sonnet   "  Deeper  than  all   Seas,"  "  Gardens," 

''  The  Little  Window,"  in  this  volume :    so — for 

a    taste    only — is    this    one    quatrain    from    her 

definitively  "  religious  "  verse ; 

If  we  were  quiet  in  His  quietness, 
Our  speech  would  run  as  peaceful  water  jflows, 
Our  thoughts  and  deeds  fold  simply  as  the  rose, 
Our  lives  be  humble  as  the  earth's  green  dress. 

Miss  Doney  writes  poetry.      When  one  comes 

to    qualify    that  poetry,    to    name    its    note^    the 

first  word  for  it  is  "  mystical  "  ;  as  to  me  it  seems 

impossible    to    overlook    her    kinship    of    spirit 

with   the    seventeenth-century   mystics,  Crashaw, 

Vaughan,  Traherne.     Of  these,  and  of  Miss  Doney, 

the  detractor  will   say  that   they  harp  much  on 

one  string ;  the  believer,   that  each  is  possessed 

by    his    own    "  message."       With    Treherne,    for 

example,  one  is  never  far  from  impassioned  faith 

in  the  innocency  of  childhood  and   impassioned 

proclamation  of  it  as  true  wisdom  :  — 

Those    pure   and  virgin   apprehensions   I 

had  in  my  infancy,  and   that    divine    light 
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wherewith  I  was  born,  are  the  best  unto 
this  day  wherewith  I  can  see  the  Universe.  .  .  . 
So  that  with  much  ado  I  was  converted  and 
made  to  learn  the  dirty  devices  of  this 
world,  which  now  I  unlearn  and  become,  as 
it  were,  a  little  child  again,  that  I  may  enter 
into  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

So  of  these  pages  the  burthen  is  of  woman's 
devotion  to  man,  honour  of  him,  reverence  for 
the  God  she  discovers  in  him.  It  may  seem  an 
eccentric  faith  in  these  days  ;  but  I  no  more  think 
it  excessive  than  I  deem  man's  honour  of  woman 
excessive  or  his  reverence  for  the  goddess  in  her. 
At  any  rate,  Miss  Doney's  verse  expresses  it  with 
the  faith  and  frankness  which  in  Shakespeare's 
Miranda  we  recognize  as  the  heart  and  brow  of 
chastity.  And  this  has  been  her  burthen  since 
she  prefaced  her  first  volume  with  that  poem, 
"  The  Slave,"  of  which  I  have  spoken. 

They  say  I  fill  a  narrow  place 

In  this  world's  happenings, 
Shutting  within  four  walls  my  grace 

And  doing  little  things.  .  .  . 

They  pity  me  because  I  toil 

O'er  common  ministries  ; 
Dear  God  !  time's  treasury  I  spoil 

Spending  myself  in  these  ; 
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From  morn  till  night  my  fingers  pray 

In  deeds  declaring  my  heart's  rest  ; 
I  would  not  have  one  light  wish  stray 

Higher  than  my  lord's  breast  ; 
I  would  not  have  one  thought  that  left 

The  children  of  my  loins  behind, 
Nor  be  of  one  sweet  task  bereft 

Leisure  and  ease  to  find. 

This  devotion  in  woman  may  be  unpopular  just 
now.  In  the  long  history  of  our  race  it  has  been 
accepted  as  not  unnatural,  and  I  will  only  add  that 
it  seems  to  me  at  once  the  complement  and  the 
sanction  of  chivalry  in  man — which  is  no  more 
unnatural  than  Christianity. 

In  giving  my  first  particular  reason  for  com- 
mending these  pages  to  the  reader  I  have  used 
the  word  "  message  " — of  which  as  a  rule  I  am 
chary.  In  giving  my  second  I  must  use  one  of 
which  I  am  charier — the  word  "  Celtic."  No  man 
alive  in  England  can  have  protested  oftener  against 
ethnologists  in  general  and  specially  against  the 
fallacy  of  supposing  that  in  the  poetry  of  a  mixed 
race  this  or  that  quality  can  be  sifted  out  and 
assigned  to  this  or  that  corpuscle  in  any  given 
poet's  blood.  Madness  lies  somewhere — and 
rather  nearer  than  farther — along  the  way  of 
working  a  broad  distinction  down  to  nicety.  Still, 
a  broad  distinction  remains,     There  is,  after  all,  a 
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certain  quality  in   a  poem   of  Blake's  or  a   prose 

passage  of  Charlotte  Bronte's  which  a  critic  is  not 

only  unable  to  ignore,but  finds  himself  (if  he  has  any 

comparative  sense)  accounting  for  by  saying, "  This 

man,  or  this  woman,  must  be  a  Celt  or  have  some 

admixture  of  Celtic  blood."     You  open  a  volume 

of  Blake's,  and  your  eye  falls  on  these  two  lines — 

When  the  stars  threw  down  their  spears 
And  watered  heaven  with  their  tears — 

and,  even  before  reflecting  that  his  name  is  Irish, 
you  know  that  this  poet  was  of  Celtic  descent. 

Now  it  would  be  absurd  to  claim  Shakespeare 
for  a  Celt,  and  it  would  therefore  be  absurd  to 
claim  any  poetical  superiority  for  this  Celtic  note. 
The  rank  of  this  or  that  poet  depends  on  his 
genius  for  poetry.  I  content  myself  with  asserting 
a  difference,  that  the  Celtic  note  is  distinctive.  As 
I  have  written  elsewhere — 

It  may  be  recognized  by  many  tokens  : 
but  the  first  and  chief  is  its  insistence  upon 
man's  brotherhood  with  bird  and  beast,  star 
and  flower,  everything,  in  short,  which  we 
loosely  call  "  nature  "  ;  his  brotherhood  even 
with  spirits  and  angels,  as  one  of  an  infinite 
host  of  microcosms  reflecting  a  common 
image  of  God.      Poetry  which  holds  by  this 
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creed  will  hardly  be  subservient  to  societies 
and  legalized  governments  and  conventions  ; 
it  will  hold  to  them  by  a  long  and  loose 
chain,  if  at  all.  It  flies  high  enough,  at  any 
rate,  to  take  a  bird's-eye  view  of  all  manner 
of  things  which  in  the  temple,  the  palace,  or 
the  market-place  have  come  to  be  taken  as 
axiomatic.  .  .  .  It  sees  that  the  souls  of  living 
things,  even  of  the  least  conspicuous,  reach 
up  by  chains  and  are  anchored  in  Heaven, 
while  "  great "  events  slide  by  on  the  surface 
of  this  skimming  planet  with  empires  and 
their  ordinances. 

Human  law  approves,  as  it  happens,  the  relation- 
ship between  man  and  woman  glorified  in  these 
pages  ;  but,  under  the  preaching  of  hasty  rebels, 
that  law,  a  while  ago,  seemed  to  be  perilously  near 
breaking  down.  Miss  Doney — Celt  that  she  is — 
carries  it  boldly  up  to  the  higher  sanction.  Be- 
lieving her  poetry  to  be  true,  I  commend  it  to  all, 
and  specially  to  readers  in  the  West  Country, 
whence  she  comes  and  whence  her  poems  derive 
so  much  of  native  colour  for  their  fires. 

ARTHUR  QUILLER-COUCH 


VERYWOMAN 


O  Verywoman,  here  do  I  unfold  thee 

Unto  thine  own  half-conscious^  wondering  heart  / 
Here  in  these  pages  ?nay  the  world  behold  thee 

Even  as  thou  hast  been  and  shall  be  and  art. 

Thou  hast  a  clear  brow^  and  a  meek  heart  under; 

Thy  breast  is  deep;  thy  arms  are  very  wide; 
Thy  spirit  is  a  Ho7ne;  thy  form  a  Wonder 

Wherein  the  souls  for  Heaven  are  multiplied. 

Thou  art  Gods  kiss  on  pain,  despair,  and  sorrow; 

Thou  art  the  source  and  the  e^nbrace  of  peace; 
If  we  were  like  thee — all  of  us — the  morrow 

Would  be  the  morn  wherein  the  world'' s  wars  cease. 


MOTHER^S  HERB 

MARY  is  Rose  of  Motherhood  in  Heaven 
Because   she  was    God's  house,    a   little 
space — 
White  Rose  among  the  woman-blossoms  given 
Their  beauty  by  the  beams  from  her  Son's  face  ; 
Mother  o'er  mothers  in  that  garden  place — 

Rose  Mary. 

"  Rosemary  for  remembrance  " — east  and  west 
And  north  and  south  the  little  green  herb  grows  ; 
God  stooped  to  flow'r  beneath  a  mother's  breast ; 
And  Mary  was  the  bearing  Branch  He  chose — 
Sweet  Mary,  Motherhood's  amazing  Rose — 

Rose  Mary. 

'Tis  Mother's  Herb,  all  humble,  like  her  heart — 
Stark   stem    which   puts  out  green,  like   Aaron's 

rod, 
(Thorn-shaped   and    white-rayed,  as  the  mother's 

part) 
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In  clustering  symbol  of  the  choice  of  GOD — 
Dim  stars  of  token  springing  from  earth's  sod — 

Rosemary. 

Rosemary,  calling,  where  the  children  run. 
The  mothers  to  remembrance,  by  its  sprays, 
That  woman  is  the  branch  beneath  the  sun 
Wherefrom  the  soul  buds  for  the  heavenly  ways 
Where,  at  the  feet  of  Him   her    breast    rocked, 
stays 

Rose  Mary. 


THE  GATE 

*'  My  strength  is  made  perfect  in  weakness." — Jesus  Christ. 

OUT  of  the  gate  of  pearl  and  rose, 
Whose  mystic  hinges  are  pain  and  dream, 
Whose  latch  is  the  chance  of  death  that  glows, 
Awful,  beside  the  lintel's  beam — 
The  little  wicket,  narrow  and  frail, 
Of  Love's  fulfilment  and  use  divine — 
God  calls  the  powers  of  the  world,  to  hail 
The  dawns  that  herald  His  great  design. 

Armies  and  navies,  come  they  forth — 
Captains  of  courage,  priests  of  truth — 
Daring  the  skies,  east,  west,  south,  north. 
Brave  in  the  dress  of  hope  and  youth  ; — 
Masters  of  science,  kings  of  art, 
Makers  of  empires,  lords  of  thrones — 
From  the  altar  under  a  woman's  heart, 
The  temple  built  of  her  flesh  and  bones. 

Life  from  anguish  !  from  hazard,  gain  ! 
Passion  perilous  !  pure  emprise  ! 


THE  GATE 

Man  is  born  of  a  woman's  pain, 
Under  the  stars  of  her  weeping  eyes  : — 
Man  in  the  warmth  beneath  her  breast — 
Laid  by  GoD  in  that  pregnant  place — 
Shapes  and  quickens  for  creed  and  quest, 
Takes  the  print  of  his  mighty  race. 


THE  WHITE  DREAM 

MY  little  bed  is  wide  enough 
To  hold  the  dream  of  you  ; 
And  O  !  its  sheets  are  silken  stuff, 

Its  covering  silk-spun  too, 
When  I  reach  out  my  arms  about 
That  fancy's  perfect  hue  ! 

And  every  night  when  first  I  creep 

Into  its  white-wove  rest, 
Before  I  shut  my  eyes  in  sleep 

I  build  that  dream  a  nest, 
With  thoughts  and  hands  and  hope's  demands 

Against  my  cheek  and  breast. 

Sometimes  adown  that  lilied  dell 

Of  exquisite  desire 
A  little  wind  of  want  will  swell 

In  sudden-breathing  fire, 
And  bid  my  heart  a  trembling  start, 

As  though  'twere  Orpheus'  lyre. 
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Three  roses  in  that  virgin  bower 

The  vows  of  Eden  paint ; 
One  is  my  mouth's  deep-honeyed  flower ; 

Two  on  my  bosom  faint, 
As  white  and  sweet  from  head  to  feet 

I  lie  in  dumb  complaint. 

And  always  ere  the  darkness  seals 

My  lips  till  light's  new  day, 
After  my  hallowed  body  kneels. 

For  all  your  needs  to  pray. 
Like  shy,  screened  birds,  low-whispered  words 

Sing  to  that  dream  their  lay. 

All  night  does  my  soul's  angel  guard 
That  bower  for  your  dear  sake  ; 

All  night  by  his  wide  wings  are  barred 
Those  flowers,  till  morning-break, 

And  like  a  thrush  whose  quick  notes  rush, 
I  greet  you  when  I  wake. 


THE  LITTLE  SISTER 

A  PSALM  OF  FORTY-SEVEN 

THE   dayspring   of  God's    touch    upon    my 
hair 
Slow-silvers  in  first-dreaming  of  the  dawn, 
By  threads  of  gift  'tis  benison  to  wear 
In  such  dear  promise  o'er  my  waiting  drawn  ; 
Ah  !  world,  I  grow  so  young,  by  His  decree, 
That  all  your  hearts  turn  smiling  unto  me, 
Men  seeing  in  mine  eyes 

The  little  sister  met, 
Wherever  love  grown  wise 

In  woman's  age  is  set. 

Youth    is    the    summit   climbed    toward  day   by 

day, 
And  not  the  sheltered  garden  left  behind  ; 
I  know  it,  singing  GOD's  truth  out,  halfway, — 
More  childlike,  step  by  step,  in  heart  and  mind, — 
Anointed  by  His  hand  and  my  Love's  heart 
Unto  the  order  of  this  blessed  part, 
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Which  makes  it  sweet  to  come 

To  these  mid-honeyed  years, 

Wherein  the  ripening  sum 

Of  being's  wealth  appears. 

I  am  on  fire  with  youth  !      I  grow  so  young, 
In  this  dear  dress  of  chequered  days  lived  through, 
That  all  my  bosom  flowers  into  a  tongue 
Upon  whose  rapture  old  things  are  made  new  ; 
I  am  a  rose  of  tears  turned  into  song, 
By     God's    love    and     by    man's    given    to    the 
throng — 
A  vine  whereon  man  fruits 

In  ministries  to  man, 
By  sap  drawn  from  dream's  roots 

And  sun  sucked  from  faith's  span. 

Slowly  the  cerements  of  death  fall  back, 
By  time  unbound  from  my  astonished  breast — 
The  folding  customs,  the  unconscious  lack, 
The  wisdom-want,  the  blindness  to  the  best ; 
Love's  peace  the  pace  of  my  old  pride  outstrips. 
And  my  Love's  breath  is  patience  on  my  lips  : 

By  all  the  tears  he  dried 

And  all  the  tears  he  brought 

I  pass  on,  morning-eyed, 

Grief-hailed  and  joy-besought. 
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These  middle  years  are  magic  of  surprise 

Beyond  all  fairy  tales  of  long  ago. 

Hark  !     "  Sister  !  Sister  !  "  every  trouble  cries  ; 

And  every  joy  I  meet  calls  even  so ; 

Being  God's  and  Love's  so  long,  I  may  abound 

As  little  sister  to  all  souls  around  : — 

Heaven  is  so  dear,  so  good, 

My  happy  heart  to  call 

To  this  sweet  sisterhood 

Of  access  unto  all ! 


WOMAN  TRIUMPHANT 


"But  whosoever  will  be  great  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
minister ;  and  whosoever  will  be  chief  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
servant."— Jesus  Christ. 


'/'  I  AIS  from  the  breast  of  woman  man  goes  out 
X         In  pure  crusade  and  conquering  emprise  ; 
'Tis  at  the  torch  of  her  compelling  eyes 
He  kindles  power  that  ranges  earth  about ; 
'Tis  from  her  lips,  rose-splendid,  honey-sweet. 
He  learns  how  wide  a  world  his  coming  waits  ; 
'Tis  to  her  arms  he  hastens,  bliss  to  meet, 
Comfort  and  rest,  from  turmoils,  griefs  and  hates. 

Her  seat  is  endless  ministry  ;  her  crown, 
The  need  and  worship  of  some  man  whose  love 
She  o'er  her  pride  and  self-desire  folds  down. 
And  sets  in  mastery  her  own  heart  above  ; 
Her  sceptre  is  a  little  child's  weak  hand  ; 
Her  orb,  humility  ;  her  mantle,  prayer  ; 
Her  right  divine,  to  be,  at  Heaven's  command, 
Man's  mother,  mate  and  helpmeet  past  compare. 
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Aye,  'tis  a  silent  place  above  the  years 
Unto  her  royalty  and  rule  assigned, — 
A  little  mount  of  use  swept  round  with  tears 
Whose  tides  beat  in,  heart's  sympathy  to  find  ; 
But  God's  dear  place  in  time  is  silent,  too ; 
And  Christ  was  throned  upon  a  little  Cross  ; 
And  all  heroic  triumphs  men  pursue 
Speak  out  of  silence  and  are  gained  by  loss. 

Since  VERY  God  grew  man  by  very  maid, 
To  man  betrothed  as  pure  and  promised  wife, 
And  'neath  a  woman's  bosom  CllRlST  was  laid 
In  vesture  of  the  frame  of  human  life, 
Blessing  conception's  lodging,  and  birth's  gate. 
And  those  pearl  cups  whence  infancy  is  fed, 
She  has  been  empress  of  transcendent  fate, 
Breaking  upon  her  board  eternal  bread. 


THE  WOMAN'S  HOUSE 

MAN  is  the  woman's  house  on  earth — 
Her  roof,  her  warm,  dear  walls,  her  door 
Into  the  doing  evermore 
Which  is  her  wonder  and  her  worth. 


And  if  the  house  be  clean  and  sweet, 
With  windows  looking  out  on  GOD, 
And  fragrant  floors  where  hope  has  trod 
Purely,  upon  awaiting  feet, — 


And  if  its  furnishing  be  true 
Of  all  a  humble  man  may  be 
In  wisdom,  faith  and  constancy, 
In  tenderness  and  courage  too, — 

Yea,  if  it  store  a  bowl  of  tears, 
A  cup  of  laughter  clear  and  deep, 
A  dish  of  shining  dreams,  a  heap 
Of  fruit  of  fair  deeds  from  the  years,- 

14 
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To  labour  in  its  rooms,  to  dress 
Her  spirit  there  for  prayer  and  praise, 
To  laugh  and  weep  in  it  always, 
Shall  be  her  sacred  happiness. 

Yea,  she  shall  find  it  Heaven-wide 
In  ways  of  great  glad  things  to  do, 
And  high  as  Heaven's  purpose,  too — 
Because  she  meets  her  GoD  inside. 


MY  THREE  GIFTS'  HEAVEN 

O  WONDERFUL  gifts 
My  life  uplifts 
Year  after  year 

In  dowers  new-dear ! — 
God — and  you — 

And  my  heart,  lit  through. 


O  Heavenly  things 

Each  morning  brings, 
And  every  night 

Keeps  for  delight ! — 
Love — and  man — 

In  a  woman's  span. 

O  life  and  death 

In  my  blood  and  breath  ! 
O  time  and  tide 

In  my  brow  and  side ! 
Rare  trinity 

That  is  held  by  me ! 
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O  heaven  and  earth 

In  each  hour's  birth  ! 
Immortal  blaze 

Through  all  the  days  ! 
Three  passions  blent 

In  a  sacrament ! 

God  stooping  low, 

To  make  it  so  ; 
Man  reaching  high, 

To  draw  Him  nigh  ; 
And  woman,  stilled. 

With  their  meeting  filled ! 

O  heart  of  mine  ! 

O  man  made  wine ! 
O  God  !  in  both 

The  brimming  troth  ! — 
Love  drinks  when  we 

Mix  an  ecstasy  ! 

Love  throned  afar 

From  the  furthest  star, — 
Love  closer  yet 

Than  lips  kiss-met, — 
Gives  and  is  given 

In  my  Three  Gifts'  Heaven  ! 
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THE  HOLY  DIFFERENCE 

YOU  are  always  half  a  secret  unto  me, 
My  man  with  whom   my  breast  and  brow 
make  home  ; 
As  I,  in  part,  am  too  a  mystery 
Within  your  hold  from  which  I  never  roam  ; 
Knowing  each  other  in  this  unity, 
We  know  each  other  not  till  Heaven  be  come. 

Round    this    deep  wonder    earth's    loud  jargons 

make 
A  prattling  foolishness  light  wits  devise  ; 
Men  jest  on  women's  moods  in  rough  mistake  ; 
Women  boast  vainly  they  are  sure  surprise : — 
"  Your  Holiness  my  Husband,  for  God's  sake — 
Your  Holiness  my  Wife,"  true  Love  replies. 

"  You  shall  not  know  us  !  "  cry  the  women-fools  ; 
"  Flattering  and  feeding  you,  we  choose  our  way." 
"  For  women's  varyings  there  are  no  rules  ; 
Reason  is  ours  alone,"  the  men-fools  say  : — 
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But    Love,    grown    wise    in    Passion's    school   of 

schools, 
Learns  quietly  that  difference  builds  the  day. 

Two  sides  of  His  own  self  doth  GOD  espouse — 
Two  hemispheres  of  His  whole  likeness  blend — 
When  man  and  woman  take  the  heavenly  vows 
To  love,  obey,  and  cherish,  without  end  ; 
In  marriage  He  to  each  in  each  allows 
New  touch  of  what  He  is,  by  bosom-friend. 

"  Your  Holiness  my  Husband  " — yea,  indeed  ; 
"  Your  Holiness  my  Wife  " — in  very  sooth  : 
"In  our  own  image  make  them,"  LovE  decreed, 
Dividing  into  sacred  sex  His  truth  ; 
Woman  is  God's  breath  unto  man's  blest  need  ; 
And   God's  breath,  man    to  woman's  want   and 
ruth. 

He  broke  Himself,  long  ages  ere  the  Cross, 

To  make  the  passion-wonder  earth  calls  "  Love," 

And    fill     Himself    with    souls     that    need    His 

loss. 
His  sacrifice — the  Lamb  of  God,  the  Dove — 
To  be  a  fount  of  children  and  emboss 
Faces  with  imprint  of  His  face  above. 
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So  man  and  woman  are  pure  mystery 

Unto  each  other's  troth'd  breasts,  night  and  day, 

Of  that  in  GOD  their  own  sex  cannot  be  ; 

So  when  we  kiss  'tis  worship,  'tis  to  pray 

Into  a  passion  to  touch  Deity 

Within  the  different  nature  vows  obey. 


SERVICE 

1KN0W  that  Heaven  must  be  service,  Sweet ; 
That  ministry  is  royal  state  of  bliss  ; 
That  all  the  life  goes  clad,  from  head  to  feet. 
In  purple  of  joy's  promise,  proving  this  ; 
That  hands  which  help,  a  wondrous  sceptre  hold, 
Shaped  out  of  more  than  gems  and   more  than 
gold. 

I  know  it  by  the  little  things  I  do — 

(And  doing,  draw  delight  from  happy  deed) — 

In  exquisite  attendance  upon  you  ; 

I  know  it,  darling,  when  I  may  not  heed 

Your  lovely  wants,  and  lack  the  clear  content 

Of  slavery  that  is  pure  sacrament. 

And  knowing  this,  I  dream  in  deeper  sooth, 
And  touch  a  mystery  that  all  transcends  ; — 
When  Love  knelt  in  that  upper  room,  in  ruth. 
To  wash  the  feet  of  those  He  called  His  "  friends," 
Did  not  the  ecstasy  of  Heaven  burn 
About  the  flesh  and  blood  He  cleansed  in  turn  ? 
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For  since  the  lowest  is  the  highest  place, 
When  VERY  God  knelt,  servant  unto  each, 
His  breast  grew  utmost  Heaven,  and  His  face 
Became  the  Father's,  whence  all  heavens  reach  ; 
And  serving  Judas,  Heaven  in  His  eyes 
Must  then  have  blazed  down  all  its  million  skies  ! 

O  my  Beloved  !  gaze  into  my  dream 
Which  I  give  you,  who  gave  it  first  to  me 
By  bidding  my  lone  bosom  find  supreme 
The  raptures  and  rewards  of  slavery  ; — 
And  plead  that  when  it  is  LoVE's  will,  I  may 
Tread  higher  heavens,  serving  you  each  day. 


RUTH 

"  OHE  stands  breast  high  amid  the  corn"- 

O      The  harvest  of  her  love  and  tears 
And  every  pain  her  soul  has  borne 
Through  the  fulfilling  years. 

She  stoops  amid  the  golden  wealth 
That  drops  around  her  patient  feet, 

Gathering  her  suffering  and  her  health — 
Her  spirit's  ripened  wheat. 

She  gleans,  unwearied,  evermore 
The  great  ears  of  her  joy  and  grief, 

And  binds  the  wonders  of  her  store 
Into  a  little  sheaf. 


Bruising  the  grain  of  all  she  is. 
She  kneads  a  little  loaf  of  bread, 

Mingling  her  life's  strange  mysteries — 
Loins,  bosom,  heart  and  head. 
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And  then  upon  herself  she  feeds 

The  life  she  loves,  the  lives  she  bears, 

Breaking  her  passion  for  their  needs, 
Her  pity  for  their  cares. 

So,  through  her  days'  allotted  span. 

She  yields  and  binds  and  spends  her  truth; 

The  woman  GoD  has  given  to  man — 
The  everlasting  Ruth. 


DEEPER  THAN  ALL  SEAS 

DEEPER,  in  its  unfathomed  mystery, 
Than  space  and   all  seas,  is  the  soul  of 
man  ; 
What  woman,  gazing  in  her  son's  eyes,  can 
Plumb  that  clear  spirit's  strange  simplicity  ? 
Men  are  God's  little  children,  bond  and  free, 
Who  from  the  mothers  whence  their  life  began 
To  mothers  clasped  yet  closer  ever  ran, 
Masters  and  babes  of  their  own  brides  to  be : 
Man  is  the  eternal  wonder  woman  bears, 
If  she  but  give  him  holy  motherhood  ; 
And  if  she  dim  the  child  in  him,  she  dares 
A    deed   that    wrongs   him   as    none    other 

could  ; 
Deeper    than    all    seas— deeper    than     her 

prayers — 
Stretches    his    soul's     simplicity,    he    being 
good. 


THE  CLEANSING  FIRE 

GOD  cleansed  earth's  wonted  kissing  yesterday, 
When  all  the  men  of  battle  went  away, — 
Laying  the  live  coal  of  the  fire  of  tears 
On  lips  met  carelessly  in  usual  years, — 
As,  one  by  one,  brave  women  said  good-bye 
To  those  who  might  be  going  out  to  die. 

And  so,  o'er  mouths  made  holy  by  griefs  kiss — 
Facing  the  loss  of  all  true  hearts  most  miss — 
Daring  the  death  wherein  no  true  love  dies — 
Love  is  new  light  in  men's  and  women's  eyes  ; 
And    through    the   burning   touch  of  dread  and 

pain, 
Love  has  achieved  its  own  lip-place  again. 

Now  all  the  unkisst  mouths  so  brave  and  still 
And  all  the  unkissing  mouths  of  stern-set  will 
Are  made  an  altar  of  breath's  sacrifice 
For  duty,  stretched  from  earth  to  Paradise  ; 
And  Love  afresh  to  Heaven's  Truth  is  sealed 
By  kiss-fast  kept  in  home  and  battlefield. 
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But  as  the  dead  by  wounds  weep  home  to  GOD, 

And  when  the  living  home  to  peace  have  trod, 

(If  faith  alike  in  joy  and  sorrow  shine) 

They  who  have  lost,  in  mystery  divine, 

And  they  who  take  back,  in  new-treasured  tryst, 

Shall  meet  their  own  in  kiss-feast  unto  CHRIST. 


SUNRISE 

A  WARTIME  VISION 

OH  !  what  a  rose  of  sunrise,  red  with  life, 
Burns,  just  beyond  the  verges  of  our  view, 
Into  the  blooming,  after  battle-strife, 
Of  day  to  thousands  out  of  death  made  new  ! — 
The    wounds   wherewith   racked   Christendom   is 

rife. 
Whereby  to  Paradise  the  souls  dawn  through. 

Glory  of  glories  !     Weeping  triumph's  boast ! 
Comfort  of  mourners  proud  to  kiss  griefs  rod  ! 
They  who  at  honour's  call  have  given  most — 
Whose  bloody    christening    drenches    stone    and 

sod — 
Break  over  into  wonder,  host  by  host, 
In  one  deep  flame  of  spirits  seeing  GoD  ! 

And  all  along  that  verge  we  cannot  see. 
The  weeping  of  the  women,  very  bright 


SUNRISE  29 

In  dews  of  sacrifice  whose  treasury 
Is  loss  and  loneness,  stars  the  ground  of  night 
With  crystal  drops  of  waters  which  shall  be 
Drunk  up  by  GOD  the  SUN,  in  Heaven's  delight. 


A  SONG  OF  WOMAN'S  SMILING 

1HAVE  the  freedom  of  my  mouth 
As  never  yet  till  now  ; 
Being  grey-haired,  I  may  be  the  South 

Of  womanhood's  warm  brow 
Above  a  smiling-out  that  beams 
On  all  my  world  from  deepening  dreams. 

My  head  is  all  a-blossomy 

With  snows  of  coming  fruit ; 
My  heart  is  like  an  orchard  tree 

A-bud  with  growth's  pursuit ; 
I  in  strange  places  to  strange  eyes 
May  verily  smile  angelwise. 

Yea,  I  may  be  to  men  a  grace 

Of  what  in  me  is  bright, 
By  the  clear-shining  of  my  face, 

In  meekest  wisdom's  right ; 
Because  in  me  there  is  no  maid, 
Nor  minx,  of  whom  to  be  afraid. 
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I  do  not  seek  them  ;   no  sweet  veil 

Of  girlhood's  modesty 
Is  fine  as  this  through  which  I  hail 

Their  hearts  with  sympathy — 
Knit  of  the  sunned  hours  and  the  rains — 
Dear  weather  of  life's  joys  and  pains. 

With  all  my  Love's  love  in  my  years, 

My  breath  flowers  as  the  sod  ; 
I  am  daisied  with  joy's  bloom  from  tears, 

Like  a  little  field  of  GOD  ; 
By  every  smile's  ray  that  unfurls 
I  am  younger  than  all  glad,  sweet  girls. 

Something  like  Aaron's  rod  I  shine, 

To  the  world's  eyes  increased 
As  proof  mysteriously  divine 

My  dear  Love  is  GOD's  Priest, 
Whose  hallowing  of  my  mouth's  control 
Makes  me  a  smiling  of  his  soul. 

Yea,  I  am  girlhood's  verity 

In  womanhood  made  truth 
As  wisdom  that  is  ecstasy  ; 

Men  feel  my  spirit's  youth 
Smiles  into  such  a  happy  light 
From  God's  touch,  while  my  hair  turns  white. 
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Yea,  even  an  angelhood  it  feels, 
Sometimes,  for  Heaven,  to  show 

This  freshness  which  my  freedom  seals  :- 
My  God  !   I  thank  Thee  so 

For  giving  my  soul's  smiles  to  me 

In  such  a  precious  liberty. 


HONEY  OF  GOD 


The  only  union  that  may  be 

A  vessel  of  Eternity 

Holds  God  within  it  growing  sweet 


The  only  union  that  is  clear 
Of  the  Eternal  round  each  year 
Is  never  barren^  being  knit 
To  bring  forth  God  in  Love  by  it. 


STUFF  OF  THE  WORLD 

OUT  of  the  Very  Heart  of  GOD 
This  world  we  tread  is  made — 
Water  and  fire  and  air  and  sod, 
And  punctual  light  and  shade. 

For  since  from  nullity  and  void 

The  universe  He  wove, 
In  that  conception  He  employed 

The  Everlasting  Love. 

For  all  we  know,  within  the  spheres 
Of  earth's  deep  sweat,  the  dew, 

We  see  the  essence  of  His  tears 
Incarnated  to  view. 


For  all  we  know,  the  echoing  rain 
Drops  down  in  chrisms  sweet 

Of  His  foreknown,  redeeming  pain, 
Heart-precious,  love-complete. 
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And  every  river,  every  mist, 
And  all  the  tideful  sea. 

The  mysteries  wherein  exist 
His  melting  griefs  may  be — 

Shadows  of  His  bright  bosom  cast 
To  make  for  man  a  sphere, 

Till  verily  he  sees,  at  last, 

Love's  substance  shining  clear. 

Can  Passion  err,  this  being  so. 
In  dreaming  that  the  world 

Was  from  His  rapture  set  aglow, 
And  with  His  griefs  empearled  ? 


THE  MILLION  MOUTHS  OF  GOD 

GOD  has    a  million  mouths    wherewith    He 
kisses  the  world. 
Every  cup  of  a  rose,  and  every  lily  uncurled, 
Every  wonder  that  soars,  and  every  beauty  that 

dips, 
Is    one    of    the    angel   crowd    of    His    passion's 
countless  lips. 

Violets  sweet  in  the  dells,  and  stars  afire  in  the 
skies. 

Streams  that  flash  in  the  sun,  and  seas  where 
the  white  waves  rise, 

Winds  with  an  eagle's  rush,  and  winds  soft- 
winged  as  a  dove, 

Are  all  day  kissing  our  sense  with  the  breath 
and  smile  of  His  love. 

And  pain  and  sorrow  and  need  are  His  perfect 

kisses  too. 
Burning  into  our  souls  in  passionate  breaths  of 

dew — 
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Fire  of   passion  that  springs  from   the  fount  of 

love  in  His  breast — 
Kisses  that  anguish  Him  to  wound  us  to  feel  His 

best. 

We   cannot   move   but    we   meet   His   kisses   on 

every  side  ; 
We  cannot  breathe  but  we  drink  their  drops  in 

a  perfect  tide  ; 
We  cannot  fall  but  we   lie    on    their    outspread 

flamings  fond  ; 
And  death  is  the  kissing  forth  to  closer   kisses 

beyond. 

And  it's  just  by  the  proof  of  the  mouth  of  your 

dream,  Dear  Heart,  I  know  ; 
For  your  kisses  can  almost  kill  me,  or  drop,  as 

the  rain,  sweet-slow, 
That  falls  from  the  meads  of  heaven  in  a  silver 

web  of  mist : — 
And    I    know  it   was   GoD   Who   taught  us  the 

way  to  kiss  and  be  kisst ! 


GOD  THE  FATHER 

HIS  face  is  hidden  ;  it  is  too  bright 
(Leaning  above  us,  Light  of  light) 
For  us  to  see  with  our  dim,  frail  sight. 

But  like  the  children  of  earth,  we  go 
Stumbling,  uncertain  of  foot,  and  slow, 
Clutching  His  garments,  to  and  fro. 

What !  do  you  say  He  is  so  far, 

You  cannot  touch  Him,  for  bar  on  bar 

Of  space  'twixt  His  feet  and  where  you  are? 

His  skirts  are  beauty ;   His  robe's  deep  hem 

Is  broidered  with  every  branch  and  stem 

And  all  verdure  and  bloom  that  are  born  of  them. 


The  seas  and  the  hills  and  the  valleys  fold 
About  His  presence  in  iris  and  gold 
Of  all  the  seasons,  for  us  to  hold. 
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Did  a  rose  your  heart  with  its  wonder  fill  ? 
Did  you  feel  your  soul  to  the  sunset  thrill  ? 
You  grasped  the  garb  of  His  perfect  will. 

Did  the  smile  of  your  life's  beloved  bless 
Your  happy  eyes  with  its  tenderness  ? 
You  held  the  border  of  His  love's  dress. 

Stumbling  across  the  years  we  go, 
Grasping  His  garments  ;  and  we  know 
His  face  looks  down  and  He  loves  us  so. 


GOD  THE  MOTHER 

OPOOR,    faint   world!    thy  lovely    Mother, 
Christ, 
Lays    God's    full    breast    against     thy    mouth, 

to  be 
Thy  cup  of  sweetness  brimming  endlessly  : 
Even  as  a  baby  drinks  its  parents'  tryst 
From    love's    o'er-Heavened    bosom,   thou    must 

feed 
Upon  the  very  troth  of  GoD  indeed  ! 

Thy  life  eternal  on  the  Cross  He  bore. 

In  travail  such  as  never  woman  knew  ; 

And  in  the  tomb  thy  feeble  body  drew 

Unto  His  precious  side,  to  quicken  o'er 

That    burning    wound,    that    it    should    live    to 

play 
Within  the  bower  of  Everlasting  Day. 


O  dim,  weak  eyes !  which  look  to  Mary's  grace, 
All  mothering  consolations  to  impart, — 
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Whilst   o'er    ye — rapt    Rose    of  the    Mother- 
Heart — 
Droops  that  ineffably  impassioned  face 
Down  which  the  awful  tears  of  blood  outwept 
All  weeping  vigils  women  ever  kept ! 


GARDENS 

UPON  the  night  that  dewed  Gethsemane 
With  God's  great  tears  of  blood  for  doom 
to  be, 
Does  every  garden  feel  a  mystery — 

The  dim  soul  of  its  rainbow-bodied  flowers 
Awake  above  the  sleep  of  beauty's  powers, 
Half  conscious  of  One  Hour  amid  the  hours, — 

The  while  its  breath  of  mingled  sweets  is  stirred 

Divinely  by  the  spirit  of  each  word 

God  breathed  to  God  in  anguish  no  man  heard  ? 

O  little  gardens  that  bring  forth  the  Spring ! 
We  know  not  if  a  windless  whisper  bring 
A  dream  which  is  almost  remembering  ; 

But  though  ye  be  aware  or  not,  we  know 
That  every  garden  doth  more  mystic  grow 
Because  God  suffered  in  a  garden  so  ; — 
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God  whose  dread  grief  is  shown  each  time  the 

dew 
From  flower-tissues  in  clear  drops  anew 
Beneath    the     shadows    of    chill     dark    breaks 

through  ; — 

Whose  bitter  death  was  borne  upon  a  tree, 
The  bloom  of  life  and  fruit  of  love  to  be 
Within  the  Garden  of  Eternity. 

And  every  night  your  crystal  blood  appears, 
Ye  are  a  sign,  amid  the  ransomed  years. 
Of  that  dim  place  where  GoD    outfeared  man's 
fears. 

Yea,  little  gardens  !  as  your  beauty  grows 

Into  a  flower  of  gardens  which  enclose 

The  dream  of  that  old  Garden  where  LovE  rose. 


THE  LITTLE  DOOR 

COME  to  me  by  Thy  little  door 
Around  whose  sill  the  Springtime  prays 
In  blossom  breathing  o'er  and  o'er, 
Dear  Master  of  Love's  deathless  ways  ! — 
Thy  little  door  whose  carved  device 
Is  Thine  own  body's  sacrifice. 

Come  to  me  by  Thy  little  door 
Whose  beam,  arm-graven,  is  so  wide. 
It  spans  the  everlasting  floor 
From  boundless  side  to  boundless  side, — 
Whose  dark  post  is  so  deeply  driven. 
Its  piercing  down  all  Hell  has  riven ! 

Come  to  me  by  Thy  little  door 
Whose  dreadful  shape  and  weight  of  shame 
Thy  very  shoulders  even  bore 
Unto  the  mount  where  it  became 
The  only  entrance,  strait  with  woe, 
Whence  man  might  to  GOD*S  fulness  go ! 
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Come  to  me  by  Thy  little  door 
Not  even  the  burning  Cherubim 
May  wait  in  wondering  joy  before  ! 
I  lift  my  key  of  faith,  so  dim, 
Its  sorry  stains  of  wrong  to  hide 
Within  the  bright  latch  in  Thy  side. 

Come  to  me  by  Thy  little  door, 
With  bread  and  wine  of  Thy  bequest ! 
I  need  Thy  breaking  more  and  more, 
Thy  pouring-out — Thy  blood.  Thy  breast  : 
Come  to  me  by  Thy  Cross  !  whereby 
Heaven  opens  from  God's  will  to  die. 

O  nearness  of  a  hidden  face  ! 

O  stooping  of  a  breast  unseen  ! 

Unto  Thy  smile  and  Thine  embrace 

In  penitent  belief  I  lean  : 

O  Love  !  O  Way  !  O  Truth  !  O  Breath  ! 

Come  down  to  me  by  Thine  own  death  ! 


THE  BOUNDLESS  HEART 

OSON  of  God  and  of  a  woman's  womb  ! 
How  dost  Thou  bear,  while  age  on  age 
unrolls, 
The  soiled  and  piteous  sorrows  of  all  souls, 
For  whom  Thine  agony  smote  death  and  doom  ? 
Within  Thine  heart  there  is  such  awful  room 
For  all  tears  shed  on  all  ways  to  all  goals  ! 
All  weepings  grief  unseals  or  sin  controls 
Sweep    through  its   boundless   love  to  gleam   or 
gloom. 
O    Son  of  God,  Whose   eyes  held  human 

tears ! 
O  Son  of  woman,  with  the  heart  divine ! — 
Deep  eyes  that  showed  the  day  of  heavenly 

spheres  ! — 
Wide     heart    that     showed    the    Father's 

heart  through  Thine  ! — 
The  waters  of  the  innumerable  years 
Of  world's   woe    in   Thy  breast    are    blood 
and  wine. 
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THERE  is  a  window  through  whose  magic 
frame 
All  souls  are  precious  seen — 
A  mystic  lattice  set  in  glorious  shame, 
Holding  all  life  between. 

It  is  the  window  of  a  little  wound — 

Red  rose  in  a  white  side, 
Whose    heart   told  that  the  heart  of    GOD   had 
swooned, 

The  flesh  of  God  had  died. 

It  opens  from  a  wide  wall,  named  "  The  Cross," 

Built  up  'twixt  self  and  sin  ; 
The  circle  of  its  agony  and  loss 

Takes  every  sinner  in. 

There  the  mean  souls,  the  vulgar,  and  the  base, 

The  cruel,  and  the  cold, 
Are  shown  as  shapes  of  value  in  their  place 

Amid  Love's  gems  and  gold. 
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We  shrink  from  them  ;  we  draw  our  delicate, 

Fine  feelings  round  about 
Our  hearts,  and  step  aside  :   GOD  stoops  to  wait, 

Lest  one  be  shut  without 

Miser,  thief,  cynic,  murderer,  slave  of  sense, 

He  counts  them,  every  one, 
Amongst  His  treasures,  for  whose  recompense 

His  blood  and  tears  have  run. 


THE  FLOWERS'  PRIEST 

"nr^HE    Rose    of  Sharon"    is    the    flowers' 

1.  Priest, 

I  dream  (and  dream  is  dawn)  ; 
In  His  bright  body's  beauty,  in  increased 
Pure  marvel,  they  are  drawn. 
From  loveliest  unto  least, 
Into  one  offering  lift  from  wild  and  lawn. 


Step     softly     through     your     garden's     glowing 

ways 
And  o'er  earth's  starry  sod  ; 
The  lily  and  the  rose  are  smoke  of  praise, 
The  heather  burns  for  GoD, 
Beyond  your  sense  and  gaze, 
In  miracle,  past  light  by  angels  trod. 


The  censer  lifting  them  into  those  airs 
About  the  mystic  Throne 
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Is  Love's  own  frame,  that  bloomed  'mid  earth's 

affairs 
For  man's  dearth  to  atone — 
Ev'n  as  He  takes  our  prayers 
Into  the  perfect  passion  of  His  own. 


THE  CLEAR  LIFE 

THE  little  words  live  in  the  breast  of  Christ, 
Amongst  the  clear  humilities  all  day, 
Where  all  the  simple  lights  of  thought  and  way 
Of  truest  being  evermore  kept  tryst. 

The  little  words  are  often  hard  to  use  ; 
The  simple  things  are  often  hard  to  be, 
And  difficult  to  think  Heaven-naturally  ; 
The  path  of  meek  joys  we  so  often  lose. 


We  are  not  still  enough  within  the  stream 
Of  what  He  is  within  us  and  around ; 
We  will  not  let  the  light  of  Him  abound 
As  calm  around  us,  peace  within,  supreme. 


If  we  were  quiet  in  His  quietness, 
Our  speech  would  run  as  peaceful  water  flows, 
Our  thoughts  and  deeds  fold  simply  as  the  rose. 
Our  lives  be  humble  as  the  earth's  green  dress. 
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Love  is  so  clear ;  life  so  transparent  lies  ; 
Heaven's  kingdom  is  so  simple-sweet  a  place  ; 
We    look    through   God    and    miss   Him,  lacking 

grace 
To  see  the  Breast  wherein   Heaven's  hosts  are 

wise. 

Oh  !  little  words  of  GoD  in  CHRIST  made  clear, — 
Dear  simple  ways  of  GOD  in  Him  revealed, 
And  simple  thoughts  of  GOD  in  Him  unsealed, — 
Sweet  lowly  joys  of  GOD  in  Him  known  here — 

Make  us  a  poem  told  in  daily  breath 
Of  how  GoD-simple  things  eternal  be, 
Of  how  GOD-humble  is  love's  ecstasy. 
And  what  ^  small  words  sing  life  sprung  out  of 
death  ! 

^  Cross,  love,  bliss,  etc. 


THE  ECSTASY 

"  "PJ  EJOICE   with   them    that   do   rejoice,  and 

Xv  weep 

With    them    that   weep "  : — that   is   the   way   of 

light, 
The  way  of  wonder,  the  amazing,  bright 
Ascension  by  whose  going-up  days  keep 
Their  tryst  with  tears  in  joy,  with  joy  in  sorrow, 
Upon  the  marge  of  morrow. 

That  is  to  go  up  with  the  heart  of  GOD, 
By  the  dear  heart  of  GOD  a-pulse  in  you. 
Along  the  rough,  wild  road  the  glad  have  trod, 
The  Heaven  of  God's  Boundless  Heart  unto, — 
The  heart  of  GOD,  in  those  you  meet,  surround- 
ing 
Your  heart  with  Him  abounding. 

I  have  begun  to  learn  that  it  is  so, 
Here,   soul   in   soul  with  him   God's   heart  gave 
me 
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To  be  the  closest  heart  wherein  to  know 
Himself  a  little  better  humanly  ; 
I  breathe  it  by  this  heart  of  our  high  passion, 
In  Heaven-on-earthly  fashion. 


IN  THE  GARDEN  OF  DAYS 


God  makes  the  dear  flowers  of  the  days; 
Bloom  of  the  heavens^  past  all  praise  j 
The  hours  of  light  are  their  precious  leaves^ 
Out  of  His  S77tile  their  silk  He  weaves. 

Sun  and  air  and  the  first  faint  star 
Woof  and  warp  of  their  petals  are; 
One  by  one  does  He  spread  them  out 
All  the  ways  of  the  tvorld  about. 

God  makes  the  dear  flowers  of  the  days; 
The  angels  into  their  deep  hearts  gaze; 
And  I  look  into  their  gold  depths^  too, 
Heart  of  my  hopes,  when  God  sends  you. 


NEWS 

THE  tulips  are  kissing  GoD  ! — 
I  can  tell  it  by  their  faces, 
As  they  reach,  in  their  quiet  places. 
Straight  up  from  soil  and  sod  : 
Do  they  know  it  ?  or  in  a  dream 
Does  their  breath  kiss  the  breath  supreme  ? 

Look  !  how  they  kiss — and  kiss — 

In  a  silent,  radiant  turning ! 

How  they  bloom  with  the  very  burning 

Of  God's  mouth,  and  by  this 

Become  in  the  clearest  wise 

His  kisses  on  man's  dim  eyes ! 

Mark  !  how  these  kissers  glow 

With  their  kissing's  giving  and  taking ! 

All  the  colours  of  light  are  breaking 

Out  of  their  beauty,  so  : 

Do  we  see  God's  breath  in  a  mist 

Of  colour  where  each  has  kisst  ? 


THE  GREEN  TIDE 

WHENCE  comes  this  tide  of  green, 
In  waves  of  freshness  seen 
On  every  branch  which  has  so  barren  been  ? — 
This  miracle  of  clear 
New-washing  of  the  year 
In  hues  for  which  we  have  no  full  name  here  ? 

Its  silent-spreading  sea 

Brims  out  from  bush  and  tree 

In  such  a  vivid,  shining  mystery, 

The  spirit  of  a  man 

Almost,  in  wonder,  can 

Look  through  it  to  the  Rainbow  whence  life  ran. 

Or  over  its  still  peace 

The  winds  sweep  and  release 

The  murmurous  rise  and  fall  of  its  increase, 

Until  the  drops,  stirred  so, 

Of  all  its  leaf-shapes  flow 

In  rhythms  of  perfect  motion  to  and  fro. 
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It  is  a  blessedness 

Whose  mystic  fluxes  press 

Around  the  soul's  delight  in  pure  caress 

Whose  touch  translucent  laves 

With  very  beauty's  waves 

The  world-soil  of  the  dull  days  dim  as  graves. 

I  think  it  must  be  this  : — 

The  hue  of  Nature's  bliss 

In  lying  where  her  faith  her  GOD  may  kiss, 

In  that  sap-sleeping  rest 

On  His  renewing  breast, 

Called  "  Winter,"  from  her  flowering  safe-undresst. 


SAINT  DEVON 

SAINT  Devon  is  God's  minister 
Within  light's  chancelry, 
Bright-walled  on  either  side  of  her 
With  beryl  breadths  of  sea  ; 
Where  every  bird  as  chorister 
Serves  with  sweet  psalmody. 

Saint  Devon's  gown  of  grace  is  green — 

Fine  sooth  for  heart  and  brain  ; 

The  heavens  wash  its  shade  and  sheen 

With  holy  drops  of  rain  ; 

Her  gems  are  rainbows  set  between 

Sun's  gold  and  shower's  gain. 

The  long  day  through,  Saint  Devon's  praise 

Uplifts  ten  thousand  hues ; 

And  all  night  long  her  worship  lays 

At  God's  feet  mists  and  dews  ; 

And  every  hour  her  lovely  ways 

Dream  Heaven  with  sweet  views. 
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Saint  Devon  breaks,  in  beauty's  bread, 

God's  thought  made  manifest, 

And  pours,  in  wonder's  wine,  clear-shed. 

The  secrets  of  His  breast, — 

Her  arms  a  benediction  spread, 

Her  face  a  psalm  of  rest. 

Saint  Devon  is  God's  minister 

To  whoso  will  attend 

The  board  whereat  her  hands  confer 

Pure  visions  without  end, 

And  lift  his  heart  to  Heaven  with  her : — 

Saint  Devon  is  God's  friend. 


THE  LITTLE  WIND 

GOD  made  Himself  a  little  wind — 
A  viewless  angel  sweet — 
When  Heaven's  starry  hosts  had  thinned, 

In  day-immune  retreat 
Wheeling  before  the  cherubined, 
Eternal  Mercy  Seat. 

Clearer  than  clearest  waters  burned 

Its  body  rare  and  new  ; 
No  human  vision  had  discerned 

Its  breast  above  the  dew ; 
Had  any  eye  toward  it  turned, 

The  dull  sight  had  looked  through. 

Its  hands  and  feet  were  fragrant  airs 
Through  hush  so  finely  drawn. 

They  swept  like  scarcely  whispered  prayers 
Along  the  dusk  of  dawn — 

Fine  as  soft  breathing's  flight  was  theirs 
Through  silence  shadow-strawn. 
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Its  bosom  was  a  blessing  spun 
From  such  pure  flame  of  breath, 

Twas  unseen  as  the  sigh  of  one 
Who  tastes  the  life  of  death 

When  into  timeless  day  begun 
The  breather  entereth. 

It  kissed  the  lowly-nested  lark, 

It  kissed  the  sheep  that  slept, 
The  stream  which  through  the  dying  dark, 

Unsleeping,  sang  and  leapt — 
A  herald  no  man's  ear  might  hark  ; — 

But  no  man  vigil  kept. 

It  was  an  angel,  and  it  ran 

In  sense-elusive  thrills 
Mysteriously  in  morning's  van 

Among  my  little  hills — 
Translated  when  the  day  began 

To  spheres  God's  dreaming  fills. 

My  heart's  fain  fancy  did  descry 

Its  grace  as  in  a  glass, 
And  heard  the  silence  of  its  sigh 

Mute  magic  o'er  the  grass  ; 
But  O  !   I  wish  I  had  been  by 

To  feel  its  wonder  pass  ! 
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THE  WAITING  ROAD 

STARS  that  beam  above  the  road  which 
shines  toward  the  sea  ! 
O  sun  and  moon  whose  souls  of  day  and  night 

its  angels  be  ! 
The  spirit  of  its  wandering  is  waiting  there  for 
me. 


Long  day  by  day,  lone  hour  by  hour,  toward  its 
peace  I  come, 

Along  the  turmoil  of  the  town  where  rush  and 
clamour  numb ; 

And  till  my  bliss  wakes  on  its  breast  its  wind- 
swept soul  is  dumb. 

And    when    upon    its     bosom's    hush    my    heart 

ecstatic  grows, 
And  all  its  beauties  open  round   my  rapture  like 

a  rose, 
The    spirit    of   the    happy    road    in  very  surety 

knows. 
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I  am  the  messenger  GOD  sends  to  loose  its  tongue 
in  song  ; 

His  dreams  and  mine  mix  on  its  breath  sea- 
purged  and  sweet  and  strong, 

When  flesh  and  blood  keep  holyday  where  heart 
and  mind  belong. 

The  road  is  waiting  for  my  feet,  until  their  touch 

fulfils 
The  sound   and   silence   of  its   way,  and  all  my 

being  thrills 
When   I   go   out  to  meet  its   soul,  amongst   the 

little  hills. 


SERAPHIM-FLOWERS 

A  LITTLE  like  the  seraphim, 
Three  sets  of  heavenly  wings 
Have  these  great  irises  that  hymn 

God  with  fair-flowerings : 
With  three  they  keep  their  faces  dim 
From  careless  noticings  ; 

With  three  they  cover  their  sweet  ways 

Of  triune  avenue 
Unto  their  honey  of  heart's  praise 

The  bees  come  wisely  through ; 
Three  on  this  air  of  passing  days 

They  spread  in  purple  hue. 

And  "  Holy  !   Holy  !   Holy  !  "  cries 
Their  beauty,  without  pause, 

In  worship  whose  deep  colours  rise 
Unto  their  being's;  Cause  ; 

While  their  pure  service  magnifies 
Love's  exquisite,  clear  laws. 


A  BRACKEN  SONG 

IF  you  would  see  the  rarest  brown 
That  ripens  up  the  year — 
The  russet  trimming  Autumn's  gown 

Most  richly  with  the  sere — 
Then  take  my  hand  and  come  with  me 

Across  the  happy  moor, 
And  see  the  bracken  broidery 
Flame  out  along  its  floor. 

There's  fire  along  the  beechen  hedge ; 

Brown  all  the  nut-fruit  turns  ; 
By  many  a  bush-hung  granite  ledge 

The  fairy  leafage  burns  ; 
But  say,  doth  any  berry  hold 

Such  amber  for  these  days  ? 
Doth  any  wood  lift  ruddy  gold 

In  such  a  mighty  blaze? 

The  sea  of  fire  sweeps,  frond  by  frond, 
O'er  many  a  near  and  far 
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Into  the  rainbow-wrapt  beyond, 
From  dawn  till  evening  star  : 

O  !  who  shall  grieve  for  June  gone  by, 
Who  August  harvests  miss, 

When  passing  where  the  green  grows  dry 
In  such  decay  as  this  ? 


BREATH  OF  BLUE 

JUST  when  the  green  tints  change  to  brown, 
Just  when  the  leaves  are  falling  down, 
Just  when  the  late-year  winds  grow  chill, — 
There  blooms  on  distant  vale  and  hill 
The  dream  of  heaven,  faint  and  fair, 
Around  the  circle  of  the  air. 

It  lies  along  the  far-off  trees, 
Unstirred,  however  wild  the  breeze  ; 
It  lies  along  the  leaf-strewn  grass, 
Untrod,  whatever  footsteps  pass  ; 
It  lies  along  each  open  bound, 
Yet  hath  no  part  with  touch  or  sound. 

It  is  not  mist,  although  it  seem 
The  very  mist  of  tender  dream  ; 
It  is  not  cloud,  although  it  rise 
So  near  the  cloud-world  of  the  skies  ; 
It  is  the  soul  of  something  strange, — 
The  veil  that  softens  over  change. 
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It  is  the  spirit  of  the  dews 

Of  summer's  kisses  that  we  lose  ; 

It  is  the  blue  smoke  of  the  breath 

Of  that  deep  fire  that  we  call  death  ; — 

The  shadow  of  an  ecstasy  ; 

The  hyacinth  of  hopes  to  be. 


MY  LITTLE  HILLS 

THE  little  hills  I  carry  in  my  heart 
Put  on  a  hundred  rainbows  every  day  ; 
Or  if  the  colours  from  their  cloaks  depart, 
Wear  perfect  pomps  of  grey. 

Silver  of  running  water  decks  their  feet ; 

And  gold  of  noon  is  girdle  to  their  power ; 
And  all  the  stars  above  their  still  brows  meet 

When  day  has  told  each  hour. 

The  darkest  clouds  are  glory  when  they  drift 
About  them  ;  round  their  knees  the  rain  is  song, 

The  winds  are  wonder,  and  the  mists  a  gift 
Whence  precious  marvels  throng. 


The  little  hills,  that  brood  like  nesting  birds 
Within  my  bosom  in  a  quiet  dream, 

Are  promises  I  cannot  bind  with  words 
Of  Heaven  and  light's  supreme. 
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They  speak  in  silences  of  what  has  been  ; 

With  emblems  of  the  eternal  they  are  shod  ; 
Like  him  who  loved  best,  their  calm  shoulders 
lean 

Upon  the  breast  of  GOD. 

Serene  Apostles  of  the  unexpresst, 

They  point  forever  to  the  bright  above — 

My  little  hills,  all-blessing  and  all  blest, 
Which  are  the  thoughts  of  LovE. 


GREY  TROTH 

THE  sky's  breast  is  a  dream  of  holden  rain — 
Exquisite  fulness  of  soft  cups  of  cloud  ; 
The  moor's  breast,  where  the  heather's  pomp  has 

lain, 
Is  now  a  peace  with  quiet  hues  endowed  ; 
Clear  stillness  is  their  troth  ; 
And  silence  out  of  this, 

The  speech  of  both  ; — 
A  little  lovely  wind,  the  nature-kiss. 

The  air  is  wine  of  their  communion's  breath  ; 
The  light  is  fruit  of  their  serene  embrace  ; 
Life  shines  from  every  faintest  glow  of  death 
Between  their  hearts  ;  and  in  this  holy  place 
A  streamlet  runs  as  song 

Of  such  affinity — 
Waters  which  do  belong 
To  earth,  yet  of  the  heavens,  in  turn,  are  free. 
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THE  DEAREST  ROAD 

HE  dearest  road  in  all  the  world  has  banks 
of  green  each  side  ; 
And  there  you'll  find  the  living  green  through  all 

the  Wintertide, — 
The  oldest  green,  the  bravest  green,  the  green  that 

never  dies — 
The   mosses'  green    which   always   lays   Spring's 

freshness  'neath  your  eyes. 

There   faery  ferns  from  wonder's  seed  in  bright 

abundance  are  ; 
And  Aaron's  rods  ablossom  on  day's  altar  with  a 

star  ; 
And  carpets  spun  of  velvet  moss   of   stars  that 

never  fall  ; — 
Clear  touches  of  God's  finger  in  the  exquisitely 

small. 

The  dearest  road  in  all  the  world  goes  heavenward, 

like  the  day ; 
It  runs  from  east  to  west  to  o'er  the  hills  and  far 

away, 
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Where  speeds  the  soul  before  the  feet  the  first  free 

stretch  have  won 
Of  miles  no  branches  sever  from  its  patron  saint 

the  sun. 

Yea,  dearest  road  in  all  the  world  !  when  Winter 

keeps  your  way, 
'Twill  snow  white  heather,  for  good   luck,  beside 

you,  any  day  ; 
For  every  step  amid  the  bells  once  purple  o'er  the 

sod 
Shakes  out  a  silver  dust  that  rings  the  great  white 

will  of  God. 

Yea,  dearest  road  in  all  the  world  !  whose  granite 

even  springs 
With  sere-time  gardens  running  o'er  with  lichen- 
flowerings — 
Dear  road  green-bordered  with  the  sign  of  crown 

that  follows  cross  ! — 
Thank  GOD  for  each  of  your  glad  miles  between 

His  gift,  the  moss  ! 


TO  A  NAKED  TREE 

THOU  piece  of  perfect  symmetry  ! 
Thou  carven  thought  of  God  ! 
Thou  shape  by  which  Spring's  ecstasy 

Sprang  greenly  from  the  sod  ! 
The  winds  and  hours  have  all  undresst 
Thy  mystery  from  base  to  crest. 

So  fair  thou  wert  when  Summer  shone 

Across  the  ripened  sward  ; 
But  now,  behold  !   I  look  upon 

The  sculpture  of  the  Lord — 
The  initial  beauty  cut  by  Him 
To  such  a  grace  of  trunk  and  limb. 

Thou  art  a  figure  of  His  dream, 

In  purities  of  line 
Against  the  Winter's  gloom  and  gleam 

Unveiled  in  form  divine — 
A  life  of  His  imagining, 
Wherefrom  a  thousand  lives  did  spring. 
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With  all  things  mystical  and  stark 

Thou  showest  now  thy  kin, 
Thou  miracle  of  branch  and  bark 

And  sleeping  sap  within  ; 
Uncloaked  unto  the  holy  air 
That  breathes  around  thee  like  a  prayer. 

And  though  thy  leaf  embroideries 

Held  colour,  music,  light, 
Swift  change  and  shadow,  and  of  these 

Thou  hast  been  bared  to  sight, 
Thy  living  wood,  in  majesty, 
Stands  naked  as  God  chiselled  thee. 


THE  ROSE  OF  THE  HILLS 

MY  little  city  of  sweet  air 
Is  as  a  perfect  rose  to  me, 
In  its  desirability, 
When  parting  paints  it  past  compare. 

It  is  a  place  of  quiet  feet, 
Where  quiet  daily  duties  fill 
The  quiet  ways,  'twixt  hill  and  hill 
With  freshness  of  the  far  sea  sweet. 


It  is  a  temple  of  God's  use, 

Where  life  is  prayer  within  the  peace 

Of  Nature's  infinite  increase 

And  Time's  tranquillities  profuse  ; — 

I  put  it,  as  a  flower,  away 
In  God's  hand  for  a  little  while. 
To  grow  and  deepen  in  His  smile 
Till  I  come  back  to  breathe  its  day. 
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He  folds  it  at  His  breast ;  and  I 
Within  my  bosom  hold  it  fast, 
Till  it  is  mine  for  aye,  at  last. 
Beyond  the  latest  sad  good-bye. 


"THE  LITTLE  COUNTRY" 

O!  little  darling  country  !  set 
So  thick  with  heights  and  valleys, 
Where  all  the  tints  of  time  are  met, 
And  every  beauty  rallies, 

Methinks  you  are  my  body  laid 
'Neath  those  dear  skies  of  Devon  ; 

Because  my  soul  in  you  has  prayed 
So  naturally  to  Heaven. 


A  LITTLE  ROSARY  OF  PEACE 


The  vibrant  blossom  oj  birds 

Breathed  from  the  leafless  boughs 
Fragrance  of  song  of  the  words 

Of  God  s  unspeakable  vows, — 
That  joy  is  spouse  to  the  breast, 

And  music  mate  to  the  mouth — 
{As  I  learnt  at  your  lips,  my  Best! 

Aftdyour  bosom,  bright  as  the  South). 

Roses  dreamed  in  the  spray; 

Daises  slept  ^neath  the  sod; 
But  from  branches  higher  than  they 

Broke  the  bloom  of  the  will  of  God — 
Musk  outmarvelling  May, — 

Sound  6' er-rainbowing  sight, — 
That  dream  is  the  breath  of  the  day; 

That  peace  is  the  pulse  of  the  night. 


THE  CALL 

I'VE  washed   my  hands  in  the  winds,  my  Dear, 
to  lay  their  love  on  you  ; 
I've  washed  my  mouth  in  the  rain,  to  take  your 
kisses  ; 
I've  cleansed   these   eyes,  that    shall  drink   your 
good,  in  sight  of  the  silver  dew  : — 
And   I'm  ready  to  laugh  as  the  white  soul  of 
your  blisses. 

I've  put  on  a  robe  of  roses  stitched  with  dream  of 
seed  of  stars  ; 
I've    put    on    shoes    of   delight,   with    prayers 
gemmed  thickly  ; 
I've  put  on  your  crown  of  my  little  songs  with  the 
heavens  held  in  their  bars, 
To  lay  at  your  feet : — O   Heart  of  the  hills  ! 
come  quickly ! 


THE  DAY  AND  THE  NIGHT 
OF  YOU 

YOU  are  my  beautiful  day,  my  Sweet — 
Light  and  shadow,  and  cool  and  heat ; 
Dews  and  sunbeams,  and  winds  and  showers  ; 
Rainbows  spanning  the  chequered  hours  ; 
And  dusks  a-dreaming  forever  anew 
Toward  mornings  of  wonderful  hope  in  you. 

Ever  from  out  your  glances  rise 
Mystical  dawns  of  deep  surprise  ; 
Ever  between  your  lips  gold  noons 
Burn  upon  me  in  flaming  boons  ; 
Ever  across  your  brows  increase 
Tranquil  heavens  of  shining  peace. 

Just  as  the  day  is  eternity 

Poured  into  this  cup  of  time  to  be 

Ever  and  ever  a  little  space 

Of  the  everlasting  the  mind  may  face, 

This  day  of  you  is  a  little  dream 

Of  the  Heaven  of  hearts,  and  the  LovE  supreme. 
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And  richer  in  fires  and  deeper  far 

Than  hours  lying  hushed  under  moon  or  star, 

When  I  and  my  love  and  my  mouth  would  rest, 

Is  the  tremulous  night  of  your  perfect  breast ; — 

Bosom  of  passion  set  between 

Days  of  your  love,  for  my  heart  to  lean. 


WAITING 

LIKE  little  drops  of  golden  wine, 
The  quiet  touches  of  your  feet 
Drop  into  these  still  ears  of  mine, 
Awaiting  your  approach,  my  Sweet, 
When  you  come  up  the  path  to  meet 
My  mouth  in  troth  divine. 

Loud  click  of  gate  and  passing  tread 
Deceive  me  oft  and  draw  my  gaze  ; 
And  yet  I  know  that  you,  instead, 
Whose  soul  the  calms  of  GOD  obeys, 
Will  come  in  all  your  quiet  ways 
To  bring  me  Love's  white  bread. 

Clanging  of  gates,  and  footfalls  heard 
In  heavy  measure  to  and  fro  ; — 
And  then,  light-footed,  the  deferred 
Dear  sounds  into  my  hearing  flow  ; 
The  latch  moves  gently  ;  and  I  go 
To  drink  clear  kiss  and  word. 


TWO  GARDENS 

THERE     were    tulips     in    the    garden,    my 
Beloved,  where   I   went ; 
There    were    daffodils    in    thousands ;  there   was 

blossom  white  as  snow  ; 
And  the  glades   were  bright  with  verdure  ;  and 

the  air  was  rich  with  scent ; 
And  for  miles  I  walked.  Beloved,  where  the  new 

things  strive  and  grow  : — 
But    no    flow'r    in    all   the    garden  matched  the 

heart  of  bloom   I   know. 

Oh !  the  boughs  were  branching  greenly,  and  the 

birds  were  wild  with  song, 
'Mid    the    breaking   of  the  leaf  buds  where  the 

nests  were  wreathed  with  green  ; 
And    the    moments   throbbed    with    music    as    I 

slowly  passed  along  ; 
And   the   seen   things   were  the  sweeter  for   the 

sweets  of  the  unseen  : — 
But    no    notes    within    that  garden   touched  the 

notes  Love  rings  between. 
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Oh  !  the  sights  within  that  garden  were  the  veil 

of  things  to  be, 
When    the  beauty    of   Creation    drops    before   a 

vaster  view  ; 
And  the  sounds  within  that  garden  over  rang  the 

mystery 
Of  the   music   wrapt  in  silence  till  the  song  of 

Heaven  is  due  : — 
And  the  soul  of  that  great  garden  lay  within  the 

soul  of  you  ! 


VALENTINE  SONGS 

Tradition  says  the  birds  mate  on  Saint 
Valentine's  Day 

I 

MY  Little  Bird  with  the  golden  throat, 
And  the  wings  of  wonder, 
And  the  echoes  of  Heaven  in  every  note 
Your  heart  throbs  under  ! 
What  is  singing  of  blackbird,  lark,  or  thrush. 
Of  cuckoo  or  linnet. 

To  your  song  of  the  stars  and  the  day's  rose-flush, 
With  the  bright  tears  in  it  ? 

My  Little  Bird  with  the  glowing  breast. 

On  the  bough  of  sorrow 

Singing  of  Passion's  perfect  quest 

And  Love's  good  morrow  ! — 

My  Little  Bird  of  the  angel  line 

And  music  of  mating, 

And  the  holy  brood  of  Saint  Valentine  ! 

Spring  comes  :   I  am  waiting  ! 
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II 


O  HEART  of  sunshine  and  clear  weeping 
With  all  my  songs'  breath  up  you  sweeping ! 
Heart  wherein  Spring  is  always  sleeping 
Beneath  soul's  wonder  ! — 

O  Heart  of  griefs  enraptured  waking ! 
Sweet  Heart  that  blossomed  out  of  breaking  ! 
Clear  Heart  of  morning  in  the  making 
God's  day-heart  under  ! — 

O  Heart  of  Heaven's  long  perfect  moulding, 
With  all  the  stars  set  in  your  holding, 
And  all  the  red-rose-world  unfolding 
Within  your  passion  ! — 

Once  more  'tis  time  of  valentining  ; 

Once  more  the  bright  Spring-marge  is  shining 

Lean  out  to  me  in  fresh  inclining 

Of  Love's  great  fashion  ! 
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III 

My  little  Valentine  Bird  ! 

My  little  mate  of  the  morning ! 

With  love  in  your  every  word, 

And  stars  for  your  wings'  adorning  ; — 

My  little  Songster  of  day  ! 

With  a  rose  for  your  every  feather 

Laid  over  your  heart  of  May  ; — 

It  is  sweet  new  valentine  weather  ! 

Before  the  cuckoo  calls, 

Before  the  swallows  come  flying. 

Before  the  sunshine  falls 

Where  the  primroses  are  lying, 

My  little  Valentine  Breast ! 

Your  wings  of  worship  come  winging 

Their  flight  to  my  bosom  presst 

Toward  your  path  in  a  passion  of  singing  ! 


ANOTHER  VALENTINE 

WHAT  shall  I  send  you,  my  Dearest, 
For  a  sweet  valentine  ? — 
A  deep  bowl  of  dews  that  are  clearest  ? 

A  chalice  of  wine  ? 
A  garden  of  stars  in  the  skies  sown, 

Transplanted  in  glows? 
A  flower  in  the  breath  of  your  sighs  grown  ? 
A  passion-cored  rose  ? 

What  shall  I  send  you  as  token 

Of  tryst  and  of  troth, 
In  pledge  that  the  bond  links,  unbroken. 

Its  freedom  round  both? — 
A  mantle  embroidered  with  glory  ? 

A  crown  of  gold  song  ? 
A  throne  fashioned  out  of  white  story 

Where  rainbow  tears  throng  ? 

How  shall  I  pack  them — the  bower, 
Rose,  chalice,  and  bowl, 
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Crown,  throne,  and  mantle  of  power 

I  give  to  your  soul  ? 
How  shall  I  send  so  much  treasure 

Of  passion  and  art  ? 
Easy  the  way,  Love : — their  measure 

Folds  here  in  my  heart ! 


APRIL-RAPTURE 

OLIPS  of  lilies  and  roses  ! 
And  eyes  where  the  sun  and  sea 
Mix  into  the  clearest  posies 

Of  flowers  of  light  for  me  ! 
O  breast  where  morning  is  breaking 

In  thousands  of  cups  of  wine 
Of  bloom  of  breath  for  my  taking  ! — 
You  are  April,  by  being  mine! 

O  brow  that  is  dream  of  daisies 

Wide  open  to  warmth  at  noon, 
When  day  my  bosom  upraises 

As  heaven  to  incurve  that  boon  ! 
O  hands  my  gladness  so  well  knows 

As  sweeter  of  Spring  born  new 
Than  violets  any  dell  grows  ! — 

I  am  April's  own  soul  in  you  ! 

And  all  the  Aprils  whose  dances 

Have  thrilled  and  shall  thrill  the  years 
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Look  faint  of  fire  by  our  glances, 
Loom  dim  of  dream  by  our  tears, 

When  all  our  griefs  and  our  blisses 
Bud  into  one  blossom's  grail, 

Whose  holy  breath  of  our  kisses 
Is  April  which  cannot  fail. 


ANGEL-EVE 

TIS  Angel-Eve,  my  Angel  dear ; 
And  Angel-Day  is  shining  near : 
Oh  !  marshal  all  your  angels,  Sweet, 
Which  make  you  heaven  from  head  to  feet ; 
And  bid  them  wait  in  white  accord, 
Till  time  their  ministry  afford  : — 

The  golden  angels  of  your  eyes ; 

The  angels  of  your  soul's  surprise  ; 

The  angels  of  your  lips  and  breath, 

And  all  the  vows  your  love's  tongue  saith  ; 

The  angels  of  your  precious  hands, 

And  of  your  bosom's  pure  demands. 

Yea,  darling,  call  them  up  with  prayers, 
And  range  them  for  their  great  affairs, — 
Rank  upon  rank  of  lovely  use 
And  service  sacred  and  profuse  : — 
Sweet  angels  watching,  peace-allied, 
Until  it  be  hearts*  angeltide. 
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HEART'S  RAINBOW 

iHERE'S    nothing    in   the  world  so  red  as 
your  red  mouth  ! 
Red  of  east,  nor  red  of  west,  nor  red  of  north  or 

south — 
Red  of  poppy,  red  of  rose,  nor  red  of  blood  or 

fire — 
Red  of  beauty  of  the  world,  nor  red  of  world's 

desire ! 

There's   nothing    in    the  world  so   gold  as   your 

gold  eyes  ! 
Gold  of  night,  nor  gold  of  day,  nor  gold  of  dusky 

skies — 
Gold  of  earth,  nor  gold  of  sun,  nor  gold  of  stars 

agleam — 
Gold  of  vision   burning  sight,  nor 'gold  of  flame 

of  dream  ! 

There's  nothing  in  the  world    so  white  as   your 

white  soul ! 
White  of  snow,  nor  white  of  milk,  nor  white  the 

waves  unroll — 
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White  of  lily,  white  of  cloud,  nor  white  of  stealing 

mist — 
White  of  ecstasy  and  prayer  when  two  deep  hearts 

have  kisst ! 

Red  of   love,    and  gold    of   love,  and    white    of 

love  for  me  ! 
What  of  all   the   colours   dreaming    up    through 

earth  and  sea? 
All  the  colours  burning  down  in  lights  of  dark 

and  noon  ? 
I've  a    rainbow    in    my  heart    eclipses    sun   and 

moon ! 


THE  CHALICE  OF  DOUBLE 
DREAM 

MY  Cup  of  all  the  lovely  calms  of  time, 
And  all  the  mystic  hushes  that  o'er-run 
From  Nature's  heart  in  hours  of  shade  or  sun  ! — 
My  Chalice  of  all  quietness  sublime, 
Wherefrom  I  sip  at  silence  very  fair 
With  golden  lights  of  patience  and  of  prayer ! — 
Your  being's  wine  brims  up  to  me  so  still, 
So  precious,  from  the  Everlasting  Will ! 

My  Heart  of  all  the  heart  of  every  storm  ! — 
My  Soul  of  all  the  soul  of  every  wide, 
Wild  rush  of  purest  wind  in  tempest-tide ! — 
My  Spirit  of  all  racing  water-forms 
That  move  within  their  world  of  stream  or  sea 
In  dauntless  volume  to  their  destiny  ! — 
The  grapes  of  passional  desire  are  presst 
For  me  by  Heaven  in  your  holy  breast. 

Which  is  more  dear  ? — Your  peace  or  your  desire  ? 
Which  vintage  of  your  love  of  me  excels 
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The  other,  and  your  truth  more  richly  tells  ? 
Which  tastes  more  sweet,  your  stillness  or  your 

fire? 
My  lord,  whose  breast  and  mouth  and  arms  to  me 
Bring  sometimes  storm,  deep-drunk  in  ecstasy, 
And  sometimes  calm  wherein  gold  wonders  clear. 
They  are  the  twin  tides  of  your  value  here. 

To-day  the  bosom  of  the  vales  and  hills 
Held  storm  and  calm  within  its  curves  like  wine  ; 
Each  without  each  had  not  been  so  divine : — 
So  is  it  with  the  grace  your  bosom  spills 
Into  my  bosom  and  my  heart's  thirst  drinks, 
While  your  great  need  into  my  great  need  sinks  : — 
My  Chalice  of  soul's  passion  and  soul's  peace, 
Give  me  your  double  dream  in  deep  increase. 


UNMEASURED 

WHEREWITH  shall  my  heart  measure 
The  sweet  shores  of  its  bliss, 
The  red  marge  of  its  pleasure  ? 

There  is  no  scale  for  this : 
East,  west,  north,  south  of  my  Love's  mouth 
Touch  Heaven  when  we  kiss. 

Wherewith  shall  need  be  gauging 
The  depths  where  comfort  stands, 

Clear- pooled,  for  its  assuaging  ? 
No  line  that  sum  commands  : 

Unto  the  brink  of  Heaven  sink 
The  wells  of  my  Love's  hands. 

Wherewith  shall  passion  reckon 

The  height  whereat  its  quest 
Cleaves  skies  where  angels  beckon  ? 

There  is  no  rule  can  test 
How  far  joy  climbs,  past  dawns  and  primes, 

Through  Heaven  by  my  Love's  breast. 
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And  how  shall  dream  be  counting 
Its  gold  and  gem  supplies, 

In  new  wealth  ever  mounting? 
No  method  may  apprize 

How  much  of  Heaven  to  me  is  given 
In  beams  from  my  Love's  eyes. 


THE  TOWER 

1AM  a  tower  built  into  the  years, 
Upreaching  through  the  cloudy  air  of  time 
To  ring  your  beauty  into  passing  ears 
In  ever-constant,  ever-changing  chime ; 
The  fabric  of  my  soul  strains  up  into 
The  altitude  of  far  days,  sounding  you, 
IV/io  are  so  sweet 

From  head  to  feet^ 

From  feet  to  head 

Sweets  shed. 

The  Tower  of  Babel  never  stretched  so  far 
As  this  pale  structure  of  my  spirit  goes  ; 
God  builds  its  stages,  so  there  is  no  bar 
Unto  its  rising  in  successive  glows  ; 
It  is  a  breast  to  every  quarter  turned. 
Whose  breath  is  bells  that  sing  sweet  music  learned 
From  drawing  deep 

Into  its  keep 

Your  melody 

To  me. 
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And  Babel  ceased  and  fell  into  decay 
Because  Heaven  smote  it  with  the  strife  of  speech  ; 
But  this  Heaven  adds  to,  many  and  oft  a  day, 
By  setting  up,  like  fair  stones,  each  on  each. 
The  words  of  Love's  one  language  pure  and  strong, 
Whose  meanings  unto  every  heart  belong : — 
Oh  Love  is  sight ! 

And  you  are  light 

Of  Love  in  face 

And  grace. 


LOVE'S  QUARTERS 

1  CANNOT  touch  the  North  and  South  of  you  ; 
I  cannot  reach  your  great  heart's   East  and 
West; 
Because  the  quarters  of  your  passion  true 
Have  their  far  ends  in  the  Eternal  Breast ; 
I  can  but  live  within  them,  and  look  to 
Their    shining    borders,    safe    and    glad    and 
blest. 


The  hunger  for  wide  spaces  and  vast  views 
God  breathed  into  my  spirit  ere  it  breathed  — 
The  thirst  to  drink  up  distance  and  all  dews 
Of   different    air    round    all    strange    places 

wreathed  ; — 
And  then  for  my  fore-freedom  He  bequeathed 
Your  heart,  wherein  all  liberty  to  choose ! 


And  yet  the  quarters  of  your  beauty  close 
About  my  bosom,  folded  warm  and  sweet, 
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As  shut  the  petals  of  a  perfect  rose 

Around  the  little  centre's  shy  retreat ; — 

Is  it  not  so  with  GOD  ?     Yea,  my  heart  knows  : — 

Love  is  the  Unmeasured — and  a  Breast  to  meet. 


A  NEW  SONG 

'*  A  new  song  in  my  mouth  " 

ONCE  more  your  soul  in  me,  my  Dear, 
Brought    forth   a   song's   shape  of  the 
Clear  ; 
Once  more  your  spirit's  simple  stream 
Quickened  in  me  a  singing  dream — 
Your  spirit  flowing  from  God's  will, 
My  spirit  with  new  power  to  fill. 


Once  more  Heaven  bade  our  souls  beget 
A  wonder  in  world's  music  set, 
The  while  our  angels,  hovering, 
O'erbrooded  that  fresh-fashioning  ; 
And  though  our  bodies  breathed  apart, 
Our  unity  beat  heart  to  heart. 


O  Love,  my  loved  one  !  if  we  knew 
What  I  shall  be  and  am  to  you, 
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What  you  shall  be  and  are  to  me, — 
Would  not  the  amazing  ecstasy 
(Before  its  time  to  be  expresst) 
Blind  us  and  break  us  with  its  best ! 


MEMORY 

O  WONDROUS  ocean  !  lying  still 
Beyond  the  voyaging  of  my  will, — 
Whose  singing  ripples  sometimes  break 
Where  yearning  wanders  and  dreams  wake,- 
Whose  foam  of  comfort  and  delight 
Sometimes  along  the  brain's  dim  night 
Runs  richly  in  an  edge  of  fire, 
Whose  centre  baffles  swift  desire, — 

O  memory !  in  whose  mystic  cup 
My  Darling's  words  are  gathered  up. 
My  Darling's  looks  are  hidden  deep, 
My  Darling's  dear  embraces  sleep, — 
How  strange,  how  rare,  how  close,  how  far, 
Possessed,  yet  unpossessed,  you  are. 
Stretching  from  Love's  ecstatic  strand 
In  leagues  my  thought  has  never  scanned  ! 

Lo !  from  his  lips,  his  voice,  you  swell 
To  depths  of  joy  immeasurable: 
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Lo !  from  his  hands,  his  breast,  his  eyes. 
Unto  eternal  flood  you  rise ; 
Lo !  from  his  passionate  arms  you  reach 
Unto  the  pearl-rim  of  Heaven's  beach  : 
Yet,  ruling  all  these  founts,  I  miss 
The  mid  surge  of  your  dream  of  bliss. 

When  death  into  your  treasure  dips 
His  wide  wings'  light-enrainbowed  tips, 
And  by  that  motion  which  is  peace 
You  render  up  your  long  increase, 
And  all  your  waves  break  over  me 
In  one  full  tide  of  ecstasy. 
What  marvel  will  it  be  to  drown 
Beneath  your  waters  streaming  down  ! 

"  There  shall  be  no  more  sea  "  that  day  : 
Poured  out  thus,  you  shall  pass  away 
Into  a  change  that  bids  you  soar 
Around  my  soul  for  evermore : 
Evaporate  in  that  air  I  breathe — 
God's  breath — about  me  you  shall  wreathe 
The  consciousness  of  each  embrace 
And  every  gift  of  voice  and  face  ! 


IN  HEAV^EN 

WHAT  shall  I  sing  of  your  mouth  in  Heaven, 
Heart  my  Dear, 

For  God  to  hear. 
Where  there  is  never  new  morn  nor  even, 
Month  nor  year, 

Stark  nor  sere  ; 
But  timeless  day  is  ever  at  noon. 
Under  the  Face  whose  rays  redeem 
The  old  faint  pledges  of  sun  and  moon  ? 
God  knows  ;  and  I — dream. 

What  shall  I  read  in  your  eyes  in  heaven, 
Heart  my  Sweet, 

When  glances  meet, 
Where  the  great  hosts  of  the  God- forgiven 
Kiss  and  greet 

Round  Passion's  feet ; 
And  the  crystal  looks  of  spirits  that  lie 
Open  to  Love  and  the  loved  one  play 
In  rainbow  lightnings  across  truth's  sky  ? 
God  knows  ;  and  I — pray. 
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What  shall  I  take  from  your  hands  in  Heaven, 
Heart  my  Best, 

When  we  are  blest 
By  the  fair  hands  on  the  Cross  once  riven — 
(Palms  nail-presst 

In  love  confesst) — 
Where   the   love-fain   hands   whose  longing    was 

prayer 
Often,  in  earth's  sphere,  consummate 
Their  yearning,  clasping  as  flame  and  air  ? 
God  knows  ;  and  I — wait. 


SONG-BREAK 

MY  love,  when  you  go  "  Up-Along  " 
To  Heaven's  first  shinings  from  God's 
feet, 
I  pray  some  little  flashing  song 
Flown  from  my  heart  your  heart  shall  meet. 

And  so,  perchance,  His  voice  shall  say 
"  My  soul,  My  cross  of  pain  let  through, 
Hark  !  in  this  land  of  deathless  day 
Your  little  lark's  soul  mates  with  you." 

And  may  that  little  song  that  sings 
Right  into  Heaven  for  Love's  sweet  sake, 
By  the  outspreading  of  its  wings 
The  heart  its  music  bursts  from  break. 
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THE  WORD 

1AM  the  Word,  at  last  expresst, 
Of  generations  long  time  dumb  ; 
A  hundred  songs  of  brain  and  breast 
In  me  unto  fulfilment  come. 


A  hundred  lives  that  loved  and  vied, 

That  laughed  and  suffered,  hoped  and  wrought, 
Attain  the  gift,  till  now  denied, 

Upon  the  fulness  of  my  thought. 


Life  upon  life,  the  power  to  tell 
The  burning  life  within  increased  ; 

Until  the  miracle  befell, 

The  dream  in  this  life  was  released. 


Now  from  my  soul's  confessional 

They  speak  the  things  they  thought  and  felt ; 
Now  do  their  deeds  grow  lyrical, 

In  my  soul's  later  passion  spelt. 
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They  lived  ;   I  write  :  they  died  ;   I  hold 

The  secret  of  their  mystery  ; 
Down  all  the  years  their  tales  unfold 

To  ripened  eloquence  in  me. 


So  Heaven's  Words  are  uttered  ;  so 

The  great  slow  GOD  spells  out  His  Will  ; 

Taking  a  hundred  lives  to  show 

One  Word  of  what  His  Ways  fulfil. 


Each  life  that  speaks  writes  not  nor  paints 

Nor  sings  its  own  experience 
Only  ;  its  mystic  genius  faints 

Down  genealogies  immense. 


I  am  the  Word  :  the  little  thread 
Of  what  I  am  runs  brightly  through 

These  syllables  of  what  the  dead 
Who  went  before  me  used  to  do. 


But  what  I  am,  in  this  my  day, 

And  what  they  were,  in  days  gone  past, 
Are  mixed  so  that  no  mind  shall  say 

Exactly  how  the  threads  are  cast. 


ii8  THE  WORD 

Parents  and  children,  husbands,  wives, 

Who  breathed  long  since  and  sought  the  goal, 

Record  their  everlasting  lives 

Within  this  Word  that  is  my  soul. 
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From  Biographical  Paragraph  in  an  Anthology.) 
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A  Book  of  Poems  about  The  Great  Simplicities. 

"A  new  song  in  my  mouth." — Psalms. 

**  The  mystic  life  my  kisses  brim 
Outspans  great  dawns  with  dews  impearled  ; 
The  passion  of  my  soul  through  him 
Streams  out  into  the  world." 


FROM  PRESS  NOTICES. 

*'  Passion  and  a  new  note  ...  a  true  lyrical  gift,  a  sense  of 
delicate  words,  an  imagination  which  has  the  double  power  of 
making  common  things  immense  and  the  immensities  homely  .  .  . 
the  impress  of  a  remarkable  temperament." — The  Spectator. 

"They  have  fervency  as  well  as  fluency  .  .  .  they  breathe  an 
ecstatic  spirit — above  all,  they  have  something  to  say  of  their  own, 
instead  of  innumerable  things  already  said  by  other  people." — The 
Evening  Standard, 

**  Miss  DoNEY  has  insight,  power,  charm,  .  .  .  the  magic  and 
inspiration  of  poetry.     Of  song  so  sincere  and  musical  not  in  vain 
is  it  said  by  the  poet  in  the  beautiful  stanzas  entitled  *  Consecration ' : 
'  Still  hath  my  soul  been  carried  by  its  dreaming 
Lark-like  towards  the  sun.'  " 

The  Westminster  Gazette. 

"'Songs  of  the  Real,'  by  May  Doney,  reveal  ...  a  virile 
imaginative  quality." — The  Manchester  Guardian. 

*'  The  stuff  of  poetry."— T"/^*  Speaker. 

"The  general  spirit  ...  is  so  fine." — The  Glasgow  Daily 
Herald. 

"An  interesting  interpreter  of  Whitman's  spirit  is  Miss  May 
Doney,  who  has  inherited  that  poet's  large  and  childlike  delight 
in  the  possession  of  hands  and  heart  and  the  five  senses,  and  ex- 
presses it  with  greater  restraint,  being  an  artist  and  a  woman." — 
From  Introduction  to  "Poets  of  our  Day,"  in  which  selections 
from  * '  Songs  of  the  Real "  appear. 
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